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Author's Notes: 

Ugh | have so many fics to post that | haven't gotten around to, | swear I'll be dumping quite a few on your 
head over the coming week haha! But, this was an idea | had in mind and that sort of fits into my multichapter 
fic Still but is written as a stand alone. | hope you enjoy! The page has been missing Steve x Bruce so l'm here 


to deliver x'D 


"Fancy seeing you here, Harry." 


Steve immediately tensed up; all too familiar with that voice. The tone to it was venomous, raw, dripping with 
sarcasm and thinly veiled hurt. It wasn't a voice the bassist had expected to ever hear again in person, pursing 
his lips as he turned around and put his guard up. He was expecting some sort of confrontation after all, that 
much the tone had prepared him for - caught aback as he was. And he'd never let on, his feet steady on the 
ground and his arms folded defiantly across his chest. Puffing himself up, making himself look bigger and 
better. Stronger. Crueler. He snorted. 


"Bruce. Surprised ta see yer darin' ta show yer mug ‘ere.’ 


Almost expecting that cocky, arrogant smirk of Bruce's that hinted his dimples and made his eyes gleam in the 
usual condescending manner; Steve was surprised to find no such expression. The singer's big amber eyes were 


cold, mirroring his own gaze in an eerie manner. 


Bruce had always been overly emotional, bordering on comically and dramatically so. He'd always worn his heart 
on his sleeve. If he was excited, or livid, or devastated - you'd know. But this Bruce - this new Bruce that 


Steve had never experienced before - appeared almost as hardened, and jaded as the bassist himself. 
"Don't think | made the effort for you, just wanted to be a bit of support for Jan" 


The singer's tone was harsh, direct. And it hit Steve right where it hurt, with its brief mention of Janick. The 
guitarist had kept on insisting that him and Bruce had never been anything but close friends, but Steve just 
wasn't so sure. He didn't believe it - no matter how honest Janick came across when denying any romantic 
involvement with Bruce. His jealously was too overpowering, its maligne intent always brewing beneath the 
surface. Even now, when him and Bruce were no longer a thing - their affair all but over with - he didn't 
trust it. He didn't want to picture Bruce in anybody else's arms, be it Janick or the singer's own wife Paddy's. 
He scoffed wordlessly, the bitter taste left in his mouth almost making him grimace. 


‘Course. As if 'e couldn't ‘elp ‘imself wifout ye, y'know. Fought ye were busy doirt yer bludi solo fing, or 
wotever," the bassist shrugged, going for a non commital statement, but coming off a little bit too defensive in 


the process. 
"Well, | am doing that, too. Just thought I'd show up to support my mate, though I'm starting to regret it now." 


Bruce's full lips were drawn into a thin line, a faint gleam of a spark flashing through his eyes. It was the 
anger; the fury Steve knew the other man was doing his best to conceal and tie down. Somewhere deep down 
he toom pride in it. He was proud to know how in spite of his reinvented self, he was still able to make the 


younger man self conscious. He could still spur a reaction But the biggest part of him was ashamed, guilty 


even, of the fact. 


God, he even smelled the same. It was at that moment, Steve realized how much Bruce's scent had always 
affected him. He blinked a couple of times, almost flinching when it drifted past his nose. Too much cologne 
leaving a sharp sweet tang, along with the man's own musk. The older man swallowed, he could recall far too 
many instances of burying his nose in Bruce's silky soft hair, or against the side of his strong neck, breathing 
in the scent deeply. A sudden longing urged him to do the same even now, but he resisted it - perhaps with a 
tad more struggle than he'd like to admit. 


"Not me fault, is it. Ye always were a bludi pussy," Steve muttered under his breath, almost unaware of the 


words he'd just uttered. 


“That's funny, coming from you." 


The singer gave off a snort of feigned amusement, that wicked smirk spreading across his lips. He looked 
twisted, as if something wasn't quite right with him. And perhaps it wasn't, Steve mused. None of them had 
walked away from their affair unscathed. He himself just hoped he did a somewhat better job at hiding the 
scars every little wound had left him with. The bassist's fingers twitched as he crossed his arms tighter, 
straightening his back in a nonchalant manner. 


Bruce gave off a hostile air, hands on his hips. His formerly long hair was now cropped to mere chin length in 
the most popular do, his fashion sense the same disaster as always. But the top buttons of his button down 
shirt were open, offering a rather nice view of the man's thick chest hair and collarbones. Steve swallowed, 
eyes drifting towards the inviting display only for a moment before he turned his head away. He could recall 
too many instances of that chest above him. Of that strong, bulky body between his legs; hip bones against his 
own inner thighs. It sent shivers down his spine. Still, at the same time it remained a constant thorn in his side. 


A knife in his back. 


"Cunt. Why don't ye go say ‘ello ta yer sweet'eart instead o' bludi pesterin me. Remember ye made it quite 
clear ‘ow ye feel about me, y'know. Given wot the tabloids say.’ 


Steve muttered, unable to meet the other man's eyes now. He was too proud, to keen on maintaining 
appearances. He wouldn't let Bruce get under his skin, not again. He glanced down at his own nails, studying 

them as a crutch to lean on; as something to shift his focus. It was getting all the more difficult to resist 
lashing out. Steve had always considered himself a man in control, both of the world around him and of his own 
emotions. He shaped the world he lived in, without being shaped by it. But ever since Bruce, he'd been forced to 
question the perception he'd made for himself, of himself. 


"What do you expect me to tell them? You think I'm not going to fucking defend myself? Think l'm going to say 
‘oh, yeah, Harry was right, | am a spoilt fucking cunt who doesn't give a fuck what the fans think of him, 
‘cause he's way too bloody arrogant. You think I'll let them have that? Think I'll let you have that? It's only 


fair | tell them what a stuck up, cruel, insensitive arsehole you really are." 


Bruce's mask was cracking, Steve could see it. He could feel it, as well as the tension between them. He wasn't 
sure how well Bruce could see through his own facade, even as the corner of his lips twitched in response. He 
wanted to react. He wanted to shove Bruce up against nearest wall, to pin him. To hurt him, to slap the 
arrogance out of him. But restraint was his one priority in this moment, the only thing he had power over. 
Even as he noticed out of the corner of his eye how Bruce was inching closer, if only a couple of steps. 


Defying him, invading his comfort zone. 
"Got nothing to say to that, do you? Fucking pathetic." 


The bassist rolled his eyes unceremoniously. Had Bruce been expecting a retort? An argument? Had he come 
here to provoke? Steve couldn't warp his head around it, couldn't get it to make sense. And there the scent 
was again, another whiff of it making the older man's knees damn near buckle beneath him. Why did Bruce 


have to have such a power over him? It was as if he was enchanted him. 


"Are ye tryin ta start a bludi fight?" Steve huffed, finally glancing back at the other man, paying far too 


much attention to those plump, pink lips he knew all too well. 


"No," the singer admitted and now it was his time to shrug, sticking his hands down his pockets. "Suppose that | 
just wanted to congratulate you. Heard you got yourself a new bird. Hope she fucks you as good as | used to." 


Steve went rigid, eyebrows shooting up. He hadn't seen that coming, and he wasn't sure why the low blow left 
him feeling drained. He had no clue how Bruce had even found out. Janick? Had he ratted him out? Why did it 

even matter? Him and Bruce were in the past, they were done. Emma was the future. So, why did the crude 

statement deliver such a powerful punch? Steve scrambled to recompose himself, but he could tell his 


reaction hadn't gone unnoticed by the nonchalance in Bruce's eyes. 
“Thought so." 
"Sod off. Ye don't know a bludi fing about ‘er." 


"| don't have to, | know enough about you," the singer pointed out and put a hand over his mouth as he 
yawned, feigning his boredom in the usual overexaggerated manner which served to drive the older man insane. 


"Bet you think of me when you two shag." 


It was blunt. It was bold. It was unnecessary. And to some extent, it was true. But Steve wouldn't let Bruce 
have that victory, wouldn't let him have the pleasure of knowing that. Instead, he grew all the more 
uncomfortable by the minute, shifting his weight between his two feet; still haunted by memories triggered by 


Bruce's too familiar scent. 
"Spose yer no different, then," the bassist attempted as a retort. 
"Difference is | never cared to deny it” 


Bruce had won again, and it infuriated the older man. The way in which his now ex lover was getting to him, 
was still able to course and urge him in the direction he pleased. It wasn't fair, why were they never on level 
ground? Clenching his jaw, Steve found himself at a crossroads. Torn between two possible outcomes of the 
situation. One, in which he said no more and simply turned on his heel to walk away. The other, in which he 
launched at the younger man, trapping him against the wall and sealing their lips together. He did neither. He 
simply remained rooted to the floor, with a sodden weight settling on his shoulders. 


“Suppose that's all, then," said the singer after a long moment of tense, uncomfortable silence lingering between 


the two of them. 


The air was positively crackling between them. Like the calm before the storm, like the charged atmosphere 
before heavy thunder. Bruce took the opportunity to instead of walking around Steve, walk right towards him, 
shoulder brushing the older's harshly when he attempted to take his leave. That was his one mistake. It 
became the final straw. The bassist whirled around, grabbing a rough hold at the nape of the younger man's 


short shaggy strands and using the grip to force him up against the wall. Bruce yelped; half in shock, half in 
pain. Steve knew that sound all too well, the lust pooling into the pit of his belly and dropping lower while he 
pressed his body into Bruce's; soccessfully trapping him. 


Bruce's expression went from shock, to arrogance, to daring. His lids were half shut, plump lips pursed and his 
nose curled. He said nothing, his features conveying everything that needed to be expressed between the two 
of them. Steve drew in a deep breath, his exhale coming out unsteady. The scent made his head spin, the 
abstinence way too evident now. Bruce's body heat seeped through the fabric of both their shirts, the familiar 
hard planes of his muscles causing Steve to press into him even further. Their mouths mere inches apart; 
Steve flinched when one of the smaller man's hands came up to twist long chestnut brown curls around the 


palm, roughly wrenching his head to the side before molding their lips together. 


Rough, violent, passionate. Teeth clashing, tongues fighting for dominance. Lips breaking, the taste of iron 
shared between them until their lips were bruised and battered. As if they were trying to eat the other alive. 
Steve's gasps became heavy panting, his legs quaking beneath his weight. It was too much, too overwhelming. 
And Bruce took advantage of this weakness as he broke free, harshly shoving the older man out of the way 
and almost scrambling to a safe distance. Steve's dark eyes were glazed over; hazy with desire as he watched 


Bruce spit on the floor. The singer's smirk was back - lips swollen - but his gaze was cold as ice. 
"Fuck off. Thats the last thing you'll get from me." 


The singer snarled, voice hoarse and pupils dilated with an almost shameful measure of arousal matching the 
bassist's. He shook his head in disbelief, before turning and disappearing as suddenly as he had first appeared. 
Leaving the bassist on wobbly legs, his hands clammy as he ran them through his wild mane of curls. Trying 
to ground himself, to make sense of the situation But nothing could justify or explain it. He had thought he 
was over Bruce, had forced himself to accept a fact that the back of his head constantly reminded him of. 


Now, he knew he'd been lying to himself. Bruce had just made sure to remind him he'd never get over him. 


